Voices from the empty welt
or in the bright light of the morning,
faltering words and shivering voices
in the naked truth of a nanve dialect,
dull visions and a flattened pen-nib.
We will be drowned in surprise
when the colours fade away,
when the face of beauty perishes
like a crushed flower.
What is left here to search
that has not fallen to the ground
at the first stroke?
These unlucky orphans
are the friends
of dogs, jackals and flies,
sitting like tired ostriches,
bending their heads in despair,
shivering with fear,
when hunted for their lives,
when there is no way
to escape in the open desert
to hear the last judgement
for their crimes,
to see the fall
of the curtain of death!
Is there anyway
to liberation and peace
for the human race,
the slave to powers beyond its reach,
the heir to its own unknown sins,
stuck
in the mire-of life,
struggling to go ahead?
Famine^ storms and dreadful earthquakes,
deadly killings of world-wars,